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months, gathering information and local allies. But the
army suffered greatly from scurvy, and it was not until
nearly a year later that they marched off with a contingent
of Nabataean Arabs under their Prime Minister, Syllaeus.
The latter, if we are to judge by the result of the expedition,
was no more trustworthy than the Chinese Minister of
Court. They passed through the country of Aretas, or
modern Harith, on to Negrana, which is present-day Najran,
the southernmost province of Saudi Arabia, and success-
fully attacked the capital. When eventually they reached
Mariaba, city of the Himyarite Arab sovereign, their hearts
seemed to have failed them, in spite of the richness of the
land, for they gave up after only six days5 siege. It will
probably never be known what made them turn back from
the seat of Arab power and when only a few days away from
the beginning of the incense country. Perhaps they came
to know that half the Arab trade was that of a middleman
and that they might reach its source by some other way.
Whatever the reason, the Romans left the Himyarite Arabs
in undisturbed ownership of their land.

Such are examples of tales from the misty depths of
Arabia's history in the days of her early prosperity. Mean-
while disasters, or events which were to have disastrous
effect, overtook her. In A.D. 45 one Hippalus, a Roman
captain, had made a discovery of the first importance.
Roman merchant naval expeditions towards India from
Egypt had nearly always ended in shipwreck until Hippalus
discovered the secret of the Arabs, who knew how and when
the monsoon blew in the Indian Ocean: six months from
east to west and six from west to east. From then onward
Rome, building her own ships on the Red Sea coast of
Egypt, could herself trade with India, and the Arab mono-
polist was reduced to competing with them. Then, in
A.D. 447, the great dam of Marib, in South-west Arabia,
burst, and the terraces and fields which had for so long fed
so many thousands of families became once more dry and
barren.

It was inevitable that internal straggle should follow tapoa